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.O::n::;tufey have just left the Castle, for their

™Y deqy In I‘)evo'nshi'fe; but his young brother,

2 fine op“Pﬂ,‘ls with him, Lord Arthur Clarendog,

Y of eight years ; he will soon show you all

“Uties of the place,” continued Mr. Martyn

¥> Who, as she listened to his mild bland voice

t his beniznant gaze, felt her confidence

> thought within herself. ¢ Oh ! that I
SUch 3 father,

tor st?nl‘:a“iﬂg between Mrs. Somerville and her in-

em; Charge, was accompanied by many tears

t Eaﬂrac"s-‘ All letters were to be addressed to

Waulg m, and it was hoped that in a few weeks they

eet again—yet, even this reflection did not

Seepy,
le”gufo lessen the pain they both experienced. At

l'etlll'n

amos; 3.'11-. Martyn drew Amy gently away, and
f‘iilhfulhﬂled her into the carriage, followed by the

U\‘S\lla, who, as they drove rapidly from the
abode, offered up a silent prayer of grati-
om' the protection and happier prospects which
Pened on her beloved young lady.
%rede Whole party continued silent until they en-
bfidge © great gates of the castle, over a draw-
peq r’e:’hen the magnificent pile of building which
deligp, (_: calied forth a youthful exclamation of
chiteg t"om Amy, asshe gazed on its fine gothic
o Ure; the lawns, the shrubberies, the stu-
Chane: | 2¥eDues of noble elms were perfectly en-
Perg "8—and what rendered the scenc still more
1-0““[&; Was a fine lake, from which a sparkling
base, N arose, and fell into a marble basin at its

8logy,
tuq ¥

Asthe.y drove up to the door, they found the
his y;':““ng to receive them, and at his side stood
“agery Mg brothe, a beautiful boy, who looked all

33 on their approach. ,The Earl assisted

Une{lm‘alight, and led her into the hall, which was
¥ith servants.

un eldery gentlewoman came forward from the

P, Who the Earl introduced as Mrs. Bennet.
due Much tfonsidcration, Amy was at once con-
Prepare, yfthls respectable person to the apartments
ifu) bo dl’.l‘ her reception, and shown into & beau-
she Wau Oir, which adjoined the bed-room, where
gy elt alone with Ursula, to recover herself,

mm" hOUr.of dinner.

Yiang pmthe Wwindows of this sanctum, a most luxu-
3y Spect met their eye, while the doors of
glass, opening on a balcony, filled with
ve lants, lent 2 chastened light within, which
fury; Ty PIPGSing. The room was most tastefully
_ Whig :d: and from the books lying on the table
it Wag es.l’eitred to have been particularly selected,
reyg ident that her noble host had taken an in-
oy its arrangements.

ing del::,’ my dear young lady,” said Ursula, gaz-
thy, _ohtedly around her, you have at length an-
Peace, 12 fair haven ; here at least you may rest in

gro
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“ Ah, dear Ursula, can I feel happy,” replied,
Amy, ¢ when I have left my kind, my beloved
mamma, to buffet with the storm 7”2

. % Nay, do not be uncasy for Mrs. Soracrvilie ; she
is relieved from the heavier anxicty of danger to
you, and when she has compleled the business which
calls her to town, she will speedily rejoin you.”

*“And then, Ursula, whither are we bound ?
what home is in store for us, wanderers as we are ;
this is but a passing sunshinc amidst tempestuous
clouds.”

¢ Be grateful for its light, while it shines, dear
lady Amy, a kind Providence has watched over you
this day—His ways are not straightened—be trust-
ful of His care, His gooduess and merey.”

“You are right, Ursula, you remind mec of my
duty ; it were ungrateful indeed to yield to unfaith-
ful fears now. How beautiful this is,” continued
Amy, as she sat down on a fauteuil ncar the win-
dow, and gazed without, ¢ those fragrant plants re-
mind me of my garden in Venice, the only pleasure
I enjoyed there; music, flowers, and the song of
birds, what happiness they confer on me.”

As she spoke, the merry laugh of a youthful voice
met her car, and she started, “ Oh that is a new
sound to me,” ske cried clasping ker hands, “and
it trills on my heart.”

“1t is the Ear’s young brother,” said Ursula, '
looking over the balcony, ““I see him running; ab,
and there is the Ear} himself following, he appears
trying to recover something {rom him, he has caught
him now, hark what happy merry voices.™

¢ Ursula, is it not sad, that at my age they should
sound so strange ?” returned Amy, while a tear
dimmed her eye. ,

“1 trust they may henceforth be more familiar,
my precious child,” said Ursula affectionately, <1
know not how it is, but something whispers me that
bright days are nearer than you imagine, and that
in this castle they will first shine upon you—cheer
up then my dear lady, I must not have you secm
the only moping, melancholy being amid so much
happiness. Let me help you to dress, for already
has the first bell rung.”

Amy smiled as she suffered her faithful attendas &
to arrange her beautilul hair, whose rich fold in the
form of a coronet, and the long ringlets fulliny
nearly to her waist, required no other ornament to
adorn her fair face and graceful figurc—the only
one she wore was the cross which Lord Blondeville
had noticed in the morning, and which was now at-
tached to a string of pearls. This imporlant task
completed, Amy selecting one of the books which
had becn left for her perusal, sat down to await o
summons to the drawing-room, while Ursula busied
herself in preparing her young lady’s sleeping room,
close to which was another she hersell was to oc-
cupy. Inalittle time Amy had become so inter-
ested in what she was ‘reading, that she did not at



